Tbe North-West Frontier is more west than north.
It is over 1,000 miles in length and marches with
Afghanistan and Persia* Such a sweep and range means
unlimited occasion for incident and romance* The
Frontier is a thing of yesterday, because India once
marched on the Oxus, In very modern times it extend-
ed as far as the Hindu Kush. The romance in the
Khyber Pass is full of love and lust amid

" The flying bullet down the pass
That whistles shrill all flesh is grass/'

Long the home of the Buddhists, it is now the
hunting ground of the Afridis. The Pass is full of the
strange relics of the past, such as a broken* idol or a
ruined fane. It is not easy to strike old broken strings.
Armed hordes threaded the mountains to the El Dorado
of the Ganges plains* One can imagine silvery reeds by
the flowing water and the narcissi in the rills that Babar
loved. The great whorls from the Pamirs on this side
throw off a great range. It cribs the rivers in narrow
gorges for a while. There is a big peak towering far
above the Suleimans. The lower frontier hills of India
are torn and storm-swept* There is a great swelling
circle of snowy hills around the Peshawar Valley. It is
a sweep of snow-clad hills. In winter.

*' The snowbound trade of the north comes down
To the market square of Peshawar town."

Peshawar is fortunate in being able to tap the irriga-
tion system which waters the fields of the villages. The
result is pleasant. Many of the bungalows have delight-
fully gseen lawns* Lawns with masses of roses. Peshawar
is fcow^the fruit garden, of India. Fruit shops are piled
high with apples, grapes, pears, melons, pomegranates*
" Sugar-caBe is of the finest quality* Chillies are also
harvested profusely to tingle the throats of Bombay,